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WE PUBLISH ‘GOOD ART AND. ae oe IN THE EC he THE o DR.WER THA! 
LOVED TO HATE! BUT Hae (4 NOT AN EC ote Wt ne AN ARTISTS RAG, AAC EC sno One 


Hee? 


re yo PEX . LOVE, 4 
fe GRAFIK, SHOX, SHNTIEREP NJENTAL TABOO, X FER MENTAL 
TTING ( LEAVIN Dania Baa VIOlENT, MISOGYNIST, OBSCURE, SICK, CHILD LIFE (7 AR 
AT 5 Uber WATE! 4 BY DEALING WITH IT 0 You BECOME WHAT You CREATE (HATE? WE BELIEVE 
COMIX HAVE. A SFELIAL POWER WHICH HAS BEEN SHACKLE BY ITS ECONOMIC HISTORY IN| THE 
ANP ITS. SPECIAL ASSOCIATION IN AMERICA WITH CHILDREN AND CENSORSHIP, EVEN IN ITS Fea 
UNPERGROUNE FORM)” THE CREATIVE TOTENTAL (5 GREAT AND OFTEN Not AcHEVED BoT pwe 
(5 INTENPEP TO BE PART OF THE STRUGGLE! PILES = (H)DEz5)‘ MA)= (MM) THE eile one 


= READER (CONSUMER /IMPBTENCE/ ABSENCE | AC 


To BE REGARDED AS AN ANTHROPOLOGICAL WoRKBoak. A STUDY FoR THE SERIOUS STUDENT oF UAIUSUAL ASPEC 


Varnes 


WHOEVER YOU ARE, WHEREVER YOU LIVE, SOMEDAY YOU'LL COME TO 
| aa! 


DAIS Gras as 


— 


SON STRANGERS 
EIR DEATHS. 


TRAPPING BROKEN HEARTS AT TWILIGHT. KARL MARX ARRIVES BY TOYOTA 
I 7 \ Wf = WW. 


THE WARRIORS EMERGE YOUR MOTHER WATCHES 


xs FROM SNOWFLAKES ! DISGUISED AS A NUN. 


KS DOCK + 


FURNACE BLASTS ARE BOTTLED AND IN THE FILE ROOM, A BABY’S CRY. 
EXCHANGED FOR TAROT CARDS r 
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SHE PROFFERS A NIPPLE | [A CAMERA TILTS TOWARD | | WEARING A CROWN OF 
OVER BROKEN GLASS, | | THE DRIPPING STARS, ARTERIES, SHE CROSSES 
4 -~| I) y THE BRIDGE. 


THE CITY WAKES (TS CHILDREN ” N WITHOUT STOPPING. 


VW) Is == ig ay 


AND FER ALL THE BUM SHOOT, JES' 


YOU BEEN IN AN‘OUTA’ 
PRISONS ALL YER LIFE, BOY, B CELLMATES, BADFOOD, AND 
AND IT6 NEVER-- NEVER-- HARD BEATINGS YOU'VE 

© TAKEN IN ‘EM 


BEEN LIKE THIS, HAS IT? 


w THEY NEVER GOT 
TO YOU LIKE THIS, 
OID THEY? 


WHY, THERE AIN'T NUTHIN' LEFT 
O' YER FINGERS BUT RAW GRITTY 
BONE SINCE YOU TOOK TO 
CLAWIN’ AT THE WALLS. 


--THIS 


ONE'S JES‘ 
ABOUT 


THEN AGIN’, (T'S EASY TOSEE WHY, NOMATTER WHAT CHAD 
PONE, NO MATTER HOW FUKTUP YA'P BEEN, YOU ALWAYS D0 KNOWN 


mEVEN THE WORST OF EM WAS USUALY 
QUIETER ‘N'A CHURCH 1, HADSOME KINDA’ 
TOILET, POCTORIN'IF YA NEED [Ti AN! 
THREE SQUARE MEALS ADAY-- PLATE 
O'BEANS, CRUST O'BREAD, PAN OF 
SCRAMBLED EGGS., YOU KNOW Boy, 

JES’ PLAIN OL’ ORDINARY, 


© cur THIS TIME, 
(TSA MIGHT 
DIFFERENT-~ 


YOU CUNNO' WHERE 
YARE, HOW Y'GOT 
HERE, OR WHAT’N 
GOO'S NAME 
YOU MIGHTA PONE. 
TO DESERVE 
GETTIN’ SHUT UP 

IN AHELL-HOLE 
LIKE THIS ONE,, 


Y'BEEN ROMPIN' 
THRU YER OWN 
SHIT AND PISS FER 
GOD KNOWS HOW 


«READY TO RIP OUT adi 

YER EARS T'SHUT » MOST OF ALL, YAD GIVE 

OFF THE FUCKIN’ YER LEFT ARM, (© THE 

BUZZIN‘ an>D GANGRENE HASN'T AL- 

SCRATCHING c READY TAKEN (T--FOR 
SOME KINDS’ 


ANY KINDA’, FOOD 


CAN YA! REMEMBER 
HOW FIRST THERE 


YOU WOKE UP 
TOIT, ‘TILL BIT 

BY BIT IT PRAINED 
OFF WITH THE PUS 
TRICKLIN OUTA’ 
THE HOLE, 
SIZE OF A 
QUARTER, 
THAT'CHA ‘COULD 
FEEL IN YER 
LEFT ARM. 


BUT THERE WAS NOBODY 
NO GUARPS,No POC TOR, 
NO CHOW, NO NUTHIN. 


wwAUTHIN' BUT THE STINK AN'THE 


GoobAM 
MOUSE 
THAT GOT SO LOUD THAT YOU TOOK 
TO SCREAMIN ‘yez LUNGS OUT 
TO MAKE IT STOP! 


BUT, |T NEVER DID STOP, IT STILL HASN'T, 


FINALLY, THE HUNGER wo SANK TO YER 

AND THIRST GOT TO > | KNEES INTO THAT 
YOU SOBAD,)..YUES' fF SOFT, SLIMEY FLOOR, 
COULDN'T STAND gs asa 

(TANY LONGER 


pe 


AND SCCOPED OUT A 
JANDFUL, SQUISHIN’ 
OUT ‘TWEEN YER FINGERS. 
LIKE STRINGY CLODS, 
- WARM AND WET AS 
ONT can CHT FISHGLTS.,, 
cay SHIT apis pls 
AR oct 


~ ys MOST OF IT ENPED UP 
 e* INTHE SAME PUDPLE 
YOU'D GUG IT UP FROM: 


a 3 SO YOU ATE ITAGAING: 
: «» AND PUKED IT,,, 
7% 


wANP ATE (To 
AND PUKED IT.. 
AND ATE IT... 


ANPPUKED IT... 
ANDATE (T. 


IT TOOK SOME DOIN’, 
BUT BY GOP, YOU 
FINALLY MANAGED 7. 
EVEN THEN IT CION‘T 
STAY DOWN TOO LONG, 
DIO IT? WENT RIGHT 
THRU YAn LIKE 
POURIN’ HOT TAR 
THRU A FUNNEL 
YHAD THESHITS 
SO BAD,, 


‘IWARN'T LONG AFORE YER STRENGTH AND 
MIND COMMENCED TO GO SOUR OW YAn 


JESSE, MIND | 
YER. MA, NOW 


THE FIRST SPELLS WERE 
BLESSINGS.» VA'D COMPLETLY 
FORGET WHERE YOU WERE, 
AND EER A FEW MINUTES 
THERE'D BENOPAIN, NO 
HUNGER, NO DRONIN‘ 

AND SCRABBLIN', 
GNAWIN AWAY AT YA‘ 


» BUT THEN THERE CAME 
THE FITS THAT HIT LIKE A 
SLEDGEHAMMER. 


TWISTED INTO KNOTS -- 
ALL INA SINGLE, 
SUDOEN JOLT THaT 
NEAR SPLIT YER HEAD 


\= = 


YOU COME OUT OF IT HARDER 
AND HARDER, EACH ‘N’ 

EVERY TIME, TWITCHIN’ AND 
SHAKIN' SOMETHIN’ FIERCE 


--FOAMIN'AT THE » 
MOUTH, GROAKIN'OUT 3 
HALF-'MEMBERED 
PLEAS TO GOD-- 


YAw SUES LIKE 
'T_WAS YESTERDAY), 
MAS PEELIN' TATERS, 


Now AFTER 
BREAKFAST, YOU 
GO OUT BACK AND 
KNOCK DOWN THAT 
HORNETS NEST ON 
THE PORCH, 

YUNPERSTANP? 


es 


MA MADE THE BEST 
BUCKWHEAT CAKES 
T EVER HAD, AN! 
I ALWAYS SAID 

~_ $0, TOO 


--S LIKE SOMEBODY 

PULLED A CoRK THEY 

SHOULDN'TA PULLED-~ 

YER LEAKIN' BILE 

AND BLOOD LIKE A 
BUSTED HOSE! 


es “Qt 


MA ALWAYS SAID 
THERE'D COME A 
DAY I'D TURN TO 
GOD TO BEGHIS 
FORGIVENESS 
AND ALLiy 


--BUT I ALWAYS 
JES’ LAUGH KINDA), 


AFTER I GOT THE WASP NEST 

DOWN, I SIT (TINA JAR WITH OL! 

KEROSENE RAGS, KILL THEM 
WHAT'S STILL HIDIN‘OUT IN 
THERE, Y'KNOW 


THEN T PULL 
(T APART,AFTER, 
REAL CAREFUL, 
S'JES LIKE 
PAPER, ALL 
THESE LITTLE 
ROOMS, 


iS WHERE THE 
BABY WASPS ARE, 


SOME'S NEAR FULL GROWEG ALL 
WHITE AN’ WET LOOKIN’ WITH 
THEIR WINGS ALL FOLDED ROUND 
THEMSELVES 11, SOME'S JES’ 
WORMS, LIKE GRUBS, YKNOW:.: 


aces QUIT YER 
wAN SOME'S AIN'T EVEN 

HATCHED THEMSELVES, VET, DAYOREAMIN 
STILL JES'BG6GS... THE BIG eBoy? 
WASPS SEAL'EM INSIDE WITH . 
BODIES OF SPIDERS N' BUGS - HAVE A LOOK 
THEY STING TO DEATH AND. at YER CELL- 


LEAVE AS FOOD FER THE 
BABY WASPS WHEN TI 


\ HATCH DONTCHA SEE.,, 


BY THE TIME YOU 
COME OUTA YER 
CONVULSIONS, 
SHE'S GONE AN’ 
PUT THE LID BACK 
ON VER CELL», 


«AND LEFT Ya! 
A PRESENT. 


yYou'le BE 
A'TRYIN’ 
TEARIN’ AT IT, 
CHEWIN' AT IT, 
ANYTHING TO 
“PULL IT 
APART! 


4 «QUT _LET'S 
: FACE (T, BOY, 
4 YOU HARDLY GOT 
THE GUMPTION 
LEFT TOEVEN 
MOVE,. 


MIGHT JES’ AS WELL 
JES’ SIT 


uw AND WAITa. 


= MEBBE DRIFT OFF AGAIN 1 


js START TO OAYDREAMIN ‘n 


ABOUT HAVIN’ YERSELF A BIG 
OU FRYIN’ PAN, AND SCRAMBLIN' 
UP THE BIGGEST GODDAM 
PAN OF EGGS ANY JAIL 
EVER SERVED, 


A PORTRAIT OF, THE ARTEEST | 
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GREGOR 16 IN TRAINING | F 
1 PREPARING FOR A DIF-|T | 
FICULT ASSIGNM! = 
BEHOLO THE ers ARTEEST-, Be CAN'T SEEM TO. NK UNTIL RES: + AND. CRAZY 
oY! AND AT ‘EM VEN RIMSELE CRAZY Y Opes \S FUN, 
cua? 2 Wax ax sLEUN 
wS 4 
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GREGOR NES. ALWAYS HAD A ELA 
GREGOR WORKS GEST UNTER] SO_NOW HE'S PREPARING TO ae ee 
STRESS MEET WS OBLIGATIONS... 


ve ANTTAING TO 
AMUSE THE 105 | 
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DEADLINE 1S 
PUNcn 
FEED MEPIA AN? IT | WHICH REQUIRES 
WILL FEED You.- SACRIFICE. 
AEAT Foe EAT YOU) GOT TO STRUGGLE 


Soe oe. ‘| GOT TO BLEED.~ 
ee eS 


My 
WN 
Dy a) LAST WE HEARD, GREGOR, HAD Al 
PL UY, TIME (IN PURSUIT OF FINE 


YOU MUST GE 21 
“0, OBTAIN a 
RVICES 
Yo a 
sreun )4 
Gey { 
Sa | 
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THE SOUNDS » _ THAT HAD To BE THE VERY WORST OF 


OF IT... THE HORRIBLE SOUNDS NO 
EARTHLY CREATURE WAS CAPABLE 
OF ... THE SKITTERING, DRAGGING 
SOUNDS , THE SUCK OF VISCID SLIME 
AND THE FRANTIC UNDULATIONS 

OF SoFT,WET FLESH-THE FLUTTER 
OF HIDEOUS WINGS AND THE 

PECULIAR SCRAPE OF INSECT CHITON, 
THE PAPER-RATTLE WHISPER OF 
THOUSANDS OF LEGS — THE HISS 
OF ALIEN BREATH — THE RASP OF 
LUNG SPITTLE—THEN THE 

BUZZ OF WINGS AGAIN AND THE 
BUMP AND SLIDE OF SOFT 
BoDIES ON THE WALL — 

THEN A THUMP TO THE FLOOR 
AND HISSES OF FRUSTRATED 

RRAGE ....A BLASPHEMOUS. 

ORCHESTRATION. 


HIDING IT WAS ALWAYS THE 

SAME.THEY KNEW RE 1 WAS...BUT THEY 

WT 1) SEARCHED ANYWAY, SAVORING MY 

{ly i GROWING FEAR AND HORROR... THE 

2 eli STING OF THE BEADED SWEAT ON 
oe * MY FACE ‘HE CRAWL AND PRICKLE 

i | Spt OF MY FLESH.... WAITING TO FEEL 

r all THE RAPID FEATHER-FLUTTER 
OF ANTENNAE... THE CLAMMY 


u! . ‘ JOLT OF PAIN AS MANDIBLES 
4 GRIP WITH STEADY PRESSURE, 

PIERCE AND BEGIN TO SUCK 

AS OILY BRISTLES RAKE 

LIKE WiRE AND DRY TALCUM. 

DUST WINGS FLUTTER ABOUT 

INTHE PLEASURE OF A 

FEEDING FRENZY...AS FEEDING 

TUBES LANCE AND LANCE.... 


can! 
Hi, Uy i. s LEON: ie = WEIGHT OF TENTACLES... THE. 


1 CAN'T EVEN SCREAM, 

SUFFOCATED WITH THE ALIEN 

SMELLS THAT GAG AND BURN 

-CONFUSED WITH THE 

ECSTACY OF FEEDING...AND 

THE FOG OF STENCH, THE 

STYGIAN HORRORS SWIRL 
ABoUT AROUSED, ATTEMPTING 

: TO MOUNT AND CoPULATE 

ah a oF - AS THEY BUZZ AND GoRGE 


Z AND FLUTTER, GRAPPLING 


ce Te 4) E@*)t- HARD ANDSOFT, TANGLED 
' aS : a IN A SEETHING 
& . a i TNS MAGGOTY MASS WHERE 
ys C fae Ne EVEN MY VOMIT 1S 
Fie *: CONSUMED. AND 

BEFORE THE FINAL 

DARKNESS .«., ONE WAIL. 

OF INSANITY... 


oe MINES 


OH SWEET GOD, THE SHEETS 

ARE SOAKED... AND NOT JUST WITH 

SWEAT. NICE DREAMS, HUH? 1/1 

NOT COMPLAINING THOUGH , 
“THAT WAS A MILD ONE. 


HOW THA’ HELL po | GET INTO 
THESE THINGS? 10 QUOTE MY 
ROLE MODEL, DAFFY D.,ESQ.— 
TT ISTO LAUGH..." 1 TRY, AND ONLY 
MANAGE A STRANGLED SoB.... 


1 LIS THEAE INTHE PISS AND. 
SWEAT— DETERMINED TO DIE. 
BEFORE | CLOSE MY EYES AGAIN... 
WAITING... WAITING FOR A DAWN 
U KNOW ISNT CoMING-FOR Me... 


AS PAD WAS, | 


N 


fos 


EYELASH WHEN HE DISAPPEARED... VIOLENTLY. THE WiLL LEFT THE HOUSE AND GROUNDS TO THE SON 

MAINTAINING THE CRUMBLING WRECK FOR A YEAR, ALONG WITH A NECESSARY PERFORMANCE OF SOME 
UNSPECIFIED RMUALS. MY BROTHERS TALKED ME INTO IT,,. AND | HAD A FEELING THIS WoULD TURN OUT AS: 
WELL AS THE TIME THEY CONVINCED ME | SHOULD PUT MY TONGUE ON A METAL DooR ONE BAD WINTER... 


AT FIRST THE WHOLE AFFAIR WAS 
MORE TEDIUS THAN STRANGE. Now 
BOUND BY THE WILL, | WAG MADE 

To CARRY A PECULIAR STAPE WITH 
ME AT ALL TIMES, AND EVEN 
BEFORE ATTEMPTING To SETTLE IN 
THE HOUSE, | HAD To EXAMINE 
ALLTHE RUNES, GLYPHS AND OTHER 
ARCANE BULLSHIT THAT COVERED 
THE FLOORS, WALLS... EVEN THE 
FRIGGING CEILINGS. | SERIOUSLY 
QUESTIONED MY FATHER'S SANITY,,. 


THE PLACE WAS WONDERFUL .... HOT AND COLD RUNNING. 
RATS, SOURCELESS DRAFTS, RICKETY STAIRS, AND A 
REPERTOIRE OF SOUNDS BEYOND HUMAN RECOGNITION 


EVERY DAY WAS FULL OF STRANGE RITUALS, AND WHEN 
THESE FINALLY LED To THE BOOKS,| HAD my FIRST REAL 
PREMONITION | WAS IN FOR MORE THAN THE FREEZE-BURNED 
TONGUE THAT HAD SO CHOKED MY BROTHERS WITH LAUGHTER.. 


RAVING MAONESS... WHAT ELSE COULD /T BE7—AND IN MY 
FATHERS OWN HAND... ALONG WITH ANCIENT BOOKS THAT 
HAD COST HIM MOST OF HIS FORTUNE... AND TO MY GROWING 
HORROR... POSSIBLY HIS LIFE. THATS WHEN THE DREAMS. 


AT FIRST, (T WASN'T Too BAD- SWIRLING DARKNESS 
BROKEN WITH MY FATHER PLEADING FOR ME-TO STAY 


ON, To Do AS HE HAD INSTRUCTED —HINTING THAT 
THE COMMITMENT WAS MADE, THAT 1 WAS NO LONGER 
FREE. TORMENTED FoR DAYS BY MY LOYALTY AND MY 
GROWING FEARS, 1 PROCRASTINATED —GoPDAMN ME 
THAT | WAITED, BECAUSE IT WAS LATE ONE NIGHT WHILE 
EXPLORING THE UPPER LEVELS | FOUND IT,.. 


THE MIRROR .... WHAT WOULD SOON BE THE FOCUS OF THE DAMNING HORRORS THAT WOULD 
ENGULF ME. THE GLASS DIDN'T REFLECT—AND AT THE TIME | DISCOVERED IT , THE SURFACE 
WAS A STORMY SWIRL OF UNEARTHLY COLOR...) LEFT IT WHERE IT WAS... ADDITIONAL 


COMPLICATION CAME THE NEXT DAY WHEN VIRGINIA, MY FIANCE , SUDDENLY ARRIVED- AGAINST 


MY PREVIOUS WISHES. SHE PROMISED To LEAVE THE NEXT DAY, AND IN HER CHEERFUL PRESENCE | 
FELT MY CONCEALED FEARS SLIP AWAY. THE DOCUMENT OUTLINING THE RITUALS STATED | MUST 
ABSTAIN DURING THE COURSE OF “EVENTS”, TIRED OF THIS FOOLISHNESS, | DECIDED TD IGNORE 


THE DEMAND. WE CLEANED THE LIBRARY, HAD A DELIGHTFUL DINNER, AND RETIRED.... 


= Esse > 1M NUT 


mii a i 


IT WAS IN THE MIDOLE OF SOME RATHER SPIRITED FOREPLAY we HEARP IT. 
SEVERAL MOMENTS TO COMPREHEND WHAT WAS TOWERING OVER US., 
CAN WITHSTAND ONLY SO MUCH SHOCK AT ONCE 

WAS, HE DIDN'T APPROVE ’ 


IT Too 
HUMAN FLESH 
WHOEVER THIS OTHERWORLDLY “BouNCER” 
WAS AFFECTIONATELY BEATEN SENSELESS... 


WHEN | CAME TO, UGLY 
WAS GONE, AND | COULD 
HEAR VIRGINIAS MG 
FADING INTO THE DISTANCE, 
NO DOUBT ESCORTED TD THE 
DOOR BY "LAUGHING Boy". | 
DECIDED IT WAS TIME TO. 
SHOVE THE WHOLE PARADE, 
AND GET SCARCE. 


THE NIGHTMARE BEGAN. | 
RAN-= WITH NO DIRECTION euT 
AWAY, AWAY FROM THE HOUSE. 
YOU CAN IMAGINE MY DELIGHT 
WHEN I FOUND THAT, NO 
MATTER WHERE | WENT, THE 
MIRROR WAS WITH ME BY 
MIDNIGHT 


AND KIDDOS... THERE WAS NONE OF THE “TEST PATTERN” 1 


1} WON'T BURDEN YoU WITH THE HYSTERIA OF THose 
WEEKS .... SUPFICE TO SAY MY MIND WAS SCRAPED TO THE 
RIND LIKE A ROTTEN PUMPKIN, THE BECKENING SHAPES 


IN THE MIRROR CONVINCED ME | MUST RETURN... WITH 35 


THE BERSERK HOPE 1 COULD MASTER THESE 
FEARSOME PowERS — SUCCEED WHERE My 
FATHER FAILED. LITTLE WONDER | WAS NEVER 
SPIKER ON MY HIGHSCHOOL VOLLEYBALL TEAM.,., O 4 Q 


ONCE "HOME" AGAIN, | FOUND 
THE HOUSE A SHAMBLES— 
SLIME , BRISTLE AND INSECT- 
UKE SPINES LITTERED Agour, 
MY PLAYMATES WERE FROM 
BEYOND....OUTRAGED BY MY 
LACK OF COOPERATION... 


1 STAYED NEAR THE LIBRARY AND KITCHEN FOR THE NEXT FEW 
DAYS — 1 KNEW ENOUSH NOW TO REALISE THE SERIOUSNESS OF My 
SITUATION. FOR HOURS | WOULD SIT IN THE PROTECTIVE CIRCLE 
MY FATHER HAD INSTRUCTED ME TO DRAW - READING THE BOOKS 
AND PIECING TOGETHER THE PUZZLE. ALWAYS THE SMART-ASS, 
| COULDN'T RESIST SLIPPING IN A FEW HAPPY FACES AND 
FAVORITE SCATOLOBICAL IMAGES WITH THE ARRAY OF MAGICAL 
GLYPHS | BEGAN PAINTING ABOUT THE HOUSE AS | EXTENDED 
PAY PROTECTIVE SPHERE... 


UNFORTUNATELY , VARIOUS BOOKS MY FATHER REFERRED TO WERE GONE | REALISED | was TOBE A 
FROM HIS LIBRARY — PATCHES OF SLIME HINTING AT WHO THE “BELL HOP" FOR THESE ELDER 
"CENSORS "COULD BE. ONLY ENOUGH REMAINED To INSTRUCT ON THE GOPS — ALLOWING THE HORRORS 
PERFORMANCE OF THE REQUIRED RITUALS FOR EVOCATION AND PERMANENT FROM BEYOND TO TURN THEIR 
SUBSTANTIATION, | KNEW NOW | DIDN'T HAVE THE OPTIONS | HAD PREVIOUSLY BREIF VISITS INTO PERMANENT 
IMAGINED— IT WAS FOLLY To FANTASIZE | COULO MASTER THESE RESIDENCE. HOW HELPLESS: 
2 ay ae HUMANITY WOULD 6E IF 
Wy CONFRONTED WITH THESE STYGIAN 
YOKERS.,, BUT STILL 1 KEPT ON... 


BIG BOFFS, HUNH ? DID | TELL YOU THERE WAS A TIME LIMIT 
ON ALL THIS 7 TONIGHT ISTHE SUMMER SOLSTICE - MY DEBUT//t 
YOU CAN BET MY BOYISH 600D LOOKS WON'T COUNT FOR 

MUCH THIS Time — 1} KEEP THINKING ABOUT THAT COLD METAL 
DOOR AND MY BROTHERS... 


NONE OF THE SPELLS | KNOW 
CAN PROTECT ME FROM THE 
DREAMS . "THEIR" FRUSTRATION 
AT FAILIN@ TO REACH ME 
PHYSICALLY WAS LOVINGLY 
DEMONSTRATED DURING MY 
SLUMBERS. SO HERE WE ARE- 
THE PAST SO MUCH GARBAGE... 


1 COVER MYSELF WITH THE PROPER O1LS, SYMBOLS AND 
A SMOCK OF CLEAN, RITUALLY BLESSED LINEN, ABSTINENCE? 


SURE — | HAVEN'T EVEN "SLAMMED THE HAM" SINCE UGLY 
VISITED. 1 GATHER THE CANDLES, STAFF , ANO —"HoLy OF 
HOLIES " — THE ANCIENT NECRONGMICON AND PNAKOTIC. 


MANUSCRIPTS ».., TONIGHTS “PROGRAM GUIDE” ,,., 


| HEAR AN UNEARTHLY PULSE GRow AS 1 CLIMG \ DRAW THE REQUIRED CIRCLES AND SYMBOLS— 


JO THE UPPER LEVEL ANDTHE MIRROR. AS THE CHANT THE NECESSARY CHANTS... ALUTHE TIME 
PLANETS APPROACH THE NECESSARY CONJUNCTIONS, “THE MIRROR GROWS BRIGHTER SHIMMERING AND 
THE TIME-WEB OF OUR REALITY WILL WEAKEN AT DISTORTING IN A BLISTERING HAZE OF TEMPORAL 
PARTICULAR POINTS, "TEMPORAL WELLS" WiLL FORM, ETHER. SUDDENLY | REMEMBER SOMETHING MY 


AND ATHREE RING CIRCUS OF HORRORS WiLL FATHER WROTE — THE FEARFUL WARNINGS... 
APPEAR INTHE WORLD THEY LOST SO LONG AGO,,,ALL 
DEPENDENT ON ME, OF COURSE... 


7m 


‘SICK WITH HORROR 
1 AM HELPLESS TO 


THE WELL HAS OPENED, 
ANO IN A AUSH THE HELLISH 
“THE DARKNESS, i FORCES STRUGELE TO THE 
me SURFACE... | FEEL THE 
HOLD ON ME WEAKEN. 


Tate WOU 


i 
ie 


IN A SCREAM OF RAGE, © 
| 00 THE ONE THING | WaS 
TOLO NEVER TO D0... CAST 
THE ANCIENT BOOK AT 
THE MIRROR'S SURFACE... 


THE EXPLOSION IS BEYOND BELIEF... LIKE ATOP 
THAT'S LOST (TS CENTER OF MOTION, THE MIRROR, 
VANISHES IN A VIOLENT, ECCENTRIC SWIRL~ THE 
f FLOOR DISAPPEARS,... LIKE THE TABLE -CLOTH 
TRICK YOUR STUPIO UNCLE CAN NEVER MANAGE... 
EVERYTHING IS JERKED ALONG WITH IT... | CAN 
HEAR THE HOUSE SCREAM AS IT GIVES AWAY, 
CLOSING IN ON ITSELF LIKE A TRICK SPY GLASS... 


Zs hy FG al 


MAY MIND CONSUMED WITH FEAR, 1STAGGER 
AS \ TRY TO REGAIN CONTROL... AND FORTHE 
FIRST TIME REALISE THE EXTENT OF THEIR PAYSICAL 
HOLD ON ME. 1AM HELPLESS . TEARS OF RAGE 
STREAM DOWN MY FACE... 


“THE TEMPORAL -WELL IS 
CLOSING... SUCKING THE HORRORS: 


BACK INTO HELL, ALONG WITH 
“THE HOUSE, THE GROUNDS... 
A ME“ weit screw-you,cTHULHU// 
1 WASN'T SWIM TEAM CAPTAIN” 
NOTHING F 


PRANCISCAN WIGHT- RETURNING: 
ROM AN ART EXHIBIT, I FOUND 
MYSELF SEARCHING FOR MARKET] 
SE, AND THE EIS KEARNY BUS. 


WE BEG: iN 
SEARCHING: 


- <A 
T DONT KNOW- 
BUT IT'S A YELLOW. 


MARCH 187. A WARM SAN 
ri 


grr 
et 1 Woupn't 
“CAUSE TT TASTED TERRIBLE: 


JUST RAN AWRY 
SEE THAT GUY IN 
THE CAR? HE DROVE 


(™Y BOYFRIEND'S GONNA 
BE EXPLODING: HE'S 


PROBABLY LOOKIN’ ALL 
OVER FOR ME. 


ME HERE, BUT 
(WOULDN'T TAKE 
ME BACK UNLESS 
T LET HIM PUT 
HIS DICK IN My 
MOUTH AGAIN- 


HE WANTS ME TO WORK 
FOR HIM FOR AWHILE — 
THEN HE'S GONNA BUY 
ME NICE CLOTHES AND 
THINGS - 


| SISTER RAN 
AWAY FROM 
HOME LAST 


TY MAMPRS A BITCH! SHE HAD My Y 
‘TWBES TIED 3 MONTHS AGO- IN 1972. 


WATCH OUT! THERE'S 
PiGS OVER THERE! THEY KNOW 
WHAT I LOOK LIKE-MAMMA TOLD 
JEM: MY HAIR COLOR AND EVERYTHING! 


ea 
MY MAMMA SAID IF THE PIGS q 
CATCH ME AGAIN, I CAN STAY IN 
or SAIL: SHE AIN'T 
GONNA GET ME 


OUT- 
BUT Gis, 


I AIN'T SO 
DUMB, SEE? 
A Lot OF 
PEOPLE THINK 
1M STUPID, 


BUT 'P) NOT: 
a 


WHEN THEY TID MY TUBES 
THEY TOLD ME TO HAVE CHECK-UPS, 


MOTEL TIGHT: YOU CAN STAY AT 
MY PLACE, AND IN THE MORNING WE 
‘CAN GET YOU CHECKED- UP AT ONE 


ARTISTS NOTE: THE ABOVE 13 A TRUE STORY— DRAWN IN 19 
NEWLY REDRAWN VERSION OF THIS STORY IS PRESENTLY SCHEDULED To APPEAR IN GAN) FRANCIECN CaMiC ROOK 6! 


SHORTLY AFTER THE ACTUAL INCIDENT. AN 


THERE ARE SOME 
GAMES YOURE FORCED 

70 PLAY AND SOME 
YOU LIKE...ME,IM 
MUCH TOO SERIOUS. 
NEVER HAVE ANY FUN. 


CAN BE ENGAGING 


ANP LUCRATIVE 
ENOUGH UNTIL YOU 
TURN OUT TO BE 
THE MOUSE... 


SS Ges: 


I EASED THE SHIP POWN ON THE N/GHT 
S/DE OF THE PLANET. CONCERTED BUT 
COVERT EFFORT SPREAD ACROSS FIVE 
STAR SYSTEMS HAD SHOWN RESULTS. 
AND T HAD THE RESULTS WITH ME. 


I HELD THE LAST PIECE OF THE ERLKK PUZ- 
2LE...REPUTEP TO BE THE KEY TO SOME 
FABULOUS POWER, IT'S PREVIOUS OWNERS 
FOR THE MOST PART, HAD DIED V/OLENTLY. 


IT MOVED TO THE CLIFF THE CENTULIAN THAT LET ME (N WAS REAL QUICK. ANP IT 
FACE, A POOR APPEAREG... WAS A&G ONE. THE ERLKK CARTEL WAS GROWING BIGGER 
os AN@ UGLIER DOORMEN. « - 
3 PN, SMM CRRKRNNG, 


2 th<M REF ORR NAD 
PAC S4P1 PPMIM, 


I WAS EXPECTED, SO IT DIDN'T KILL ME, 
1T JUST TURNED. FOLLOWING /T WAS 
LIKE WALKING TOWARDS A WALL THAT 
a Rea] DOESN'T GET ANY CLOSER. 


SS —— = 


wN THE PASSAGEWAY HAD NO DECORATION AND NO 
WR | SOUND BUT MY BREATHING. THE CENTULIAN 
NOW / SHELLED Like A COMBINATION OF VEGAN CAT SH/T 
V2) | AND CIGAR SMOKE.T WAS SORRY T WAS DOWNWIND. 


WE PASSED THROUSH BARRIER AFTER 
BARRIER THAT PARTED FOR THE CENTULIAN 
AND SNAPPED SHUT BEHIND ME. WE WERE 

WINDING DOWNWARPS INTESTINALLY (NTO 

THE BOWELS OF THE PLANET. ~ 


MY STOMACH WAS DOING FLIP-FLOPS AND Z 
BECAN TO SWEAT. THE CAMNED PU22LE; 
PIECE FELT 


if WE ENTERED AN 
(J LLOMINATED CHAM- 
VY BER WITH VAULTED 
YA CEILINGS 50 METERS 
Vl UP AND S1aAnric 
WA PILLARS INSCRIBED 


Raa 
ES. - 2 
“Hy, “TH Anes Gir aaar 
TWO MORE CENTULIANS WAITED THERE. THEY WME Ue — 
COUDVE BEEN THE FIRST'S TWIN BROTHERS 
FOR ALL I COULD TELL... CLONES, MAYBE. THEN WEAPPROACHED THE PORTAL ACROSS 
z THE CHAMBER IT WAS UNBELIEVABLE... 


THE DOORS io FOR AMOMENT MY GAZE WAS 

TOWERED FROZEN, THEN AN IMPRESSION 
TO THE : FLEETINGLY CAME AND WENT... 

CEILING. AN IMPRESSION OF SAFETY. 

LI GASPED : f 7 

WHEN Z 

EXAMINED 

ONE TOO 
CLOSELY... 


. SCULPTED INTO THE METAL FACING 
WERE HELLISHLY GRAPHIC IMAGES 
OF TORTURE, PAIN AND DEATH. 


2 eur THE EYE OF 
THE HURRIGANE PASSED ME BY... 


MY ESCORTS WERE 
GETTING OFF. I 
COULD TELL THEY 
WEREN'T JUST 
AOMIRERS OF 
GREAT AKT: THEY 
KNEW WHAT THEY 
LIKED, TOO. 


ZO GUPP HE SMILED HIS 
YU COMMZ, BEST KRELN SMILE... 
MY ZHWEET. VERY PISCONCERTING. 


LATZT BEEZIIG 


os — sfilas 

THE CENTULIANS KNEW SOME THING 

T DIDN'T. I DON'T LIKE BEING AND I WAS FACE TO FACE 

THE BUTT OF AVOKE. A POOR THAT WITH ZENOR THE KRELN, 

SEEMED A MOUSEHOLE OPENED TITULAR HEAD OF THE BASTARD NO MATTER 
AND THEY SHOVED ME THROUGH... ERLKK CARTEL. WHAT HE LOOKS LIKE. 


HE PUZZLE WAS A 

GIGANTIC STATUE, 
MORE THAN THIRTY 

METERS HIGH..- 


WE MOVED BELOW. FINALLY, I PIPNT ANSWER. 
AT THE BASE OF THE ALIEN LUST STARED AT /7. 
STATUE, ZENOR LEERED.. - 


PLIZZ-- 
GIB TU BE 


2 7a 
AND BY THE TIME I'D HAD ENOUGH 
STARING ANP REACHED FOR MY 


ON A MOEBIUS STRIP ALL MY 
PERCEPTIONS WERE STRETCHED 
AND TWISTED. 

ZENOR INSERTE! 


VERY REMOVED, T WATCHEP ZENOR TAKE THE 
PIECE. HIS SHIT-EATING GRIN... THEN WAVES 
OF NAUSEA ON A WHIRLING REP SEA OF NUMB- 
NESS OVERWHELMED ANP OBLITERATEP Alc. 


> AND THEN THE PUZZLE MOVED) 

Af, | 17 BIT ZENOR IN HALF AND 

THREW THE FLOATER TO THE FLOOR. 
5 


<€ 


WITH FLAILING TENTACLES ANP TURNED THEM INTO 
‘7 SMASHED THE/R BODIES ¢ PUDDLES OF BLOODY GORE 
AGAINST THE WALLS OF AS IT GOT UP AND WALKED. 


Sf 


ine u 
rey! t /T TORE THEM (N HALF." 


THE FLOATER, (NV AN ANEERN WASN'T 4 
CRASHING, CRUSHED =| TOUCHED PIRECTLY, BUT 
TWO OF THE SERVOS. DIED OF HEART FAILURE. d 
< : ) 


<( 


OSS 5 ea 
THE ERLKK CARTEL WAS 
SS SLAUGHTERED WHERE (T 
STOOP. NOT ONE ESCAPE. 


A SUBJECTIVE ETERNITY LATER, A BONE-VJARRING CRASH ECHOED THROUGH THE 
TOMB FROM BEHIND ME. I COULDN'T EVEN TURN MY HEAD ENOUGH 70 TAKE A LOOK. 
DUST SWIRLED AROUND AND THEN SEITLEP AGAIN, VERY StOWLY 


) | ] er a] 


) BOT ZT WAS LUCKY, AT THAT. EVERYBODY ELSE THERE 
WAS INCAPABLE OF FEELING ANYTHING ANYMORE. YEAH, 
I WAS ABLE TO ACCOMPLISH GREAT FEATS.I 0 BROUGHT) 
THE LAST FYECE OF THE PUZZLE BUT MORE (MPORTANT; 
ON MY THIRD ATTEMPT I SUCCESSFULLY RAISED MY HEAD 

FROM THE SPOT WHERE IT HAP BEEN GLUEO TO THE FLOOR;} 

ANO THEN THREW UP ON ZENOR'S KEMAINS. 


Ve 
“UY BY DINT OF UNHUMAN 
EFFORTS TO STAND ON BONELESS 
LEGS... I MANAGED TO FALL 
ONLY ONCE. THEN T IP A CRAZY, 
KIND OF DANCE, AVOIDING THE 
MISCELLANEOUS PIECES OF ANATO 
MY THAT LITTERED THE FLOOR 
eg 


TO ITS HOMEWORLD AS [T WAS GOING TO GET: (TS 
ABANDONED SHELL HINTED AT SECRETS LONG 
FORGOT BEFORE HUMANITY HAD EVEN BEEN CON- 
CEIVED. T DON'T LIKE PUZZLES MUCH, AND L°0 
BEEN PUZZLED AGA/N. I MARE FOR SPACE. BUT 
OCFTIMES I STILL REMEMBER---ANPZ LAUGH. 
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Rane ToBI 


AVIRGIN BOTTLE 
FOF INK... AN UNTAPPED SOURCE OF POWER! ano WSALLZ 
MINE TO DO ANYTHING | WANT! se. 
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HOW THE HELL COULD 
PEOPL! 


WW WE GOr-THE HELL 
I OUT OF HERE! 


i D> = 
AG 
Z\ Wes 


Td KGxZ AN AD La eT 
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THE OFFKEY PLAYING OF THE HONKYTONK_ PIANO BLENDS WITH THE SQUEALS 


(| OF THE CHEAP WHORES AND THE GRUNTS OF THEIR COWBOY RIDERS. IT'S 


JUST ANOTHER SATURDAY NIGHT IN HORSE TOOTH, ARIZONA; AND EVERY- 
“BODY'S RAISING HELL JUST LIKE ALWAYS 11... 


8 jane 


~S 


MOST OF THE MERRYMAKERS GIVE 
THE STRANGER NO MIND, A LOT OF 
MEN GO INDIAN ON THE PLAINS. 


THAT SUITS ME. | a THE RULES OF _THE HOUSE 
YOU SMELL LIKE SAY YOU BUY ME A DRINK, 
ROTTED GuTs! . 7 


= 


JUST A SECOND, r- | bs a WHOLE BOTTLE FoR 
MAYBE YOU CAN = JUST A BIT OF 


YOU CAN HAVE THE 


HELP ME! —_ INFORMATION! 
By h 


a — a) 
JOHN E.SECH & ROB’T.L.SMITH 


HE'S GOT RED 


GM | ING MOUTH. Have 
BH | you SEEN HIM? 


} 4 BUT YOu BEST WATCH - 
HE'S _IN THE BACK § + YOURSELF 'CAUSE SUGAR ff 
OF THE ROOM,PLAY- AY FA JOHN IS THE SHERIFF.,, EK 
IN' POKER.... eo ee 


1 ees 
YOu THE ONE THEY 
CALL SUGAR JOHN? 


TA WAIT. I 
NOT LEAVI 
MONEY BACK! 


eee 
= 
SS eS 


THIS ONE BELONGED 
TO A WOMAN ..,., 


AN' THE RED WHORE 
STOLE YOUR POKE, 
AFTER YA... 


IT BELONGED TO 

MY WIFE .., AN' YOu 

RAPED AND HUNG 
HER! 


ee) eee 


S 


S 


lSMONTHS| 
\ERRLIER.., 


HOUSE UP AHEAD, WE'LL 
STOP THERE AND REST, 


SUNDOG, NOSE A- 
OUT AN! SEE IF 


Te Ox 8 
hah 


AS 
oe 


YOU MAY DRINK ALL YOU 
WISH. WE HAVE SOME EXTRA 
FOOD IF YOU ARE HUNGRY. 


Asoun' en Peace, 
SHE'S ALL OURS! 


DONE KNIFED ‘IM WITH 


NN GAWD DAMN! THAT WITCH 
\ Z HIS OWN BLADE ! 


SEEMS A_ SHAME TO GO 
THRU ALL THIS TROUBLE 
AN 'NOF REAP THE BENE- 
FITS OF OUR LABOUR, 


I KETCH your 
DRIFT, BROTHER! 


WASN'T THAT WORTH 
THE TROUBLE ,SUNDOG? 


THAT IT WAS,THAT 
IT WAS. BUT ARE 
WE JUST GONNA 
LEAVE THE Pup? 


JES' THE SAME 
Z'D FEEL A LOT 
BETTER IF'N 
WE KILLED THET 
PUP! 


SUNDOG WAS RIGHT), 
WE SHOULDA KILT 

THAT PuP OF YOURS. 
my Oar GENER- 


MY SON TOLD ME WHAT 
You DID! I FOUN’ YORE 


AN! YOU CALL YERSELF A 
WHITE MAN? NO RED WHORE 
13 WORTH KILLIN’ A WHITE MAN 

Do 


YOU CAN BE SURE NO WHIT; 
GOD IS GONNA HAVE A THING 
TT TCHA I! 


L'LL RING, YouR 
MURDERIN'NECK!! 


CHURCH, SERVICES SEEM TO LAST THE TRIAL JS OVER ALMOST 
EeES SEEN 190“ FSE FOR: BEFORE IT CAN BEGIN, 
Tl i 
iN o 
SEE TH 


Ou Been, (Bey Guiry, ee 


WH THOUGHT KILLIN' 
A S8ciaus Cee Cause 
f\ ALL THIS RUCUS 2? 


JUTHIN' EXCITES PEOPLE LIKE 
in NECK STRETCHIN'. 


TA 
FORE THEY BURY IT. WANNA 
COME ALONG? 


NAW, I'M JEST 
GONNA CATCH ME 
FOURTY WINKS. 


WONDER WHAT EVER 


HAPPENED 1, UGH! 


MY FATHER AND MOTH-¥ 
ER WILL REST BETTER 
WITH YER SOUL IN HELL, 


AT THAT MOMENT IN HELL SUNDOG 
SAYS TO SUGAR JOHN,"I TOLDYA 
WE SHOULDA KILLED ‘THAT PuPi!" 


——S> 


<= 
sce 


1 ANI THE Fea 
Iz ri 


IM GLAD WE WERE BOTH FINALLY ABLE 
TO.FIND THE TIME TO HAVE LUNCH TOGETHER, 
I BEEN QUITE A WHILE... WE'VE BOTH 
BEEN SO Busy! 
reat ne VON CTERE ERSELE 
O1Ld 
MMORS TO GRADUATE FROM BOSTON U > 


CAREFUL, CHARLIE, HE 
ANYWHERE. 


CAN YOU BELIEVE IS BEEN TEN YEARS 
\Pinee We GRADUATED 


GOO, DON'T REMIND ME! But PLEASES 
TELL ME WHAT YOU'VE BEEN UP TO. ) OH, SESUS! 
CHARLIE 
| FINALLY Gor THE GRANT JO START S YOU STINKING | PLN! 
AY RESEARCH : ! 


INTO THE EFFECTS YOU DID THIS 
OF VIOLENCE IN THE MEDIA UPON 
que MINDS BF CAND . 


soRy~ 


MARK BURBEY, 
ART - FICK LASSONgO 
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= TIMMY! WHAT On 
Tce 


YOU WATCHING?! 


(| sustA movie, 
Mom! 


WELL, IT CERTAINLY DOESN'T SOUND LIKE A VERY 


NICE MOVIE. WHY DON'T YOU COME IN HERE AND J 


HELP ME MAKE PTA. COOKIES = 


COME ON NOW, TIMMY... | WANT YOU TO TURN OFF 
THAT TELEVISION AND COME HELP 
MOTHER IN 


Data 
ua 


ii 


SURE, WE'VE ALL HEARD THE STORIES ABOUT 
THE KIDS WHO THINK THEYRE SUPERMAN AND 
SUMP OUT & TENTH FLOOR WINDOW THINKING 
THEY CAN FLY, BUT... = aa| 
Bot THESE Kips ARE THE ONES WHO'VE 
EEN PROVEN TO HAVE BEEN UNSTABLE, 
TO BEGIN WITH, 


«EXACTLY! AND I'M NOT CONCERNED WITH 
THESE CHILDREN. THE ONES ('M THINKING> OF 
ARE THOSE WHO'VE BEEN FED A STEADY Die’ 
OF T.V. MAYHEM FOR THE LAST TEN TO 
FIFTEEN YEARS. a 
} YOU AND | BOTH WATCHED JAMES 

IN GOD KNOWS HOW MANY GANGSTER FILMS 
WITHOUT HAVING GROWN INTO CRIMINALS 

CURSELVES., 


YOU MISS MY POINT. 


NOW ISN'T THIS NICER, THAN 
WATCHING THAT PREADFUL 


ee 
WUE. 
~\“ 
oe) 


i 


2 
pe) 


IDER THAT ASA 
nilirrurretus aut 
P THEN TO WHAT DO YOu. 


TEENAGE VIOLENCE = at } 
YW eiA 
\ 


IF | COULD ANSWER THAT | WOULDN'T BE,) Hil 
SITTING HERE TALKING. amt 


| ‘ 


SURELY YOU CAN'T ARGUE WITHTHE CORRELATION 
BETWEEN THE WING BURNING SCENE INTHE FILM 
“Fuzz” ANC AN IDENTICAL |NCIDENT THAT 
ACTUALLY HAPPENED! 4 
THE KIDS RESPONEIBLE Werke 
[ALREADY DEMENTED. THEY WOULD'VE COMMITTED 
AN ACT OF VIOLENCE OF ONE KIND OR. ANOTHER. 
OF ANITHING THEY SAW 


THERE'S QUST NOTHING YOU CAN SAY OR SHOW ME] | BUT | SUPPOSE IT'S THE PSYCHIATRIST'S LOr I) 
THAT WILL CONVINCE ME THAT Seay ery LIFE To BE AT ODDS WITH HIS COLLEAGUES _g 


= DRIVEN TO VIOLENCE SIMPLY BY a 
5 pe REY, YOULL HAVE TO EXCUSE Me. I'M LATE FORL 
APPOINTMENT. Y 


KID CAN BF 
WATCHING A VIOLENT MOVIE. 


Ir ALL SEEMS SOOBVIOUS TOME 5 
JHE CASE HISTORIES ARE SO CLEAR CUT. YT SURE, GO AHEAD. 


AA ULL PICK UP THE CHECK 
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